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Tur following T rifle is not a Tranſla- 


Stage with Romance, a 


tion from the French, nor any other 


| Language :—1 have an excluſive right 
to all it's imperfections. 


Iam far from endeavouring to vitiate 


the taſte of the Town, we ers the 

Legends ;— 
but Engliſh Children, both old and 
young, are diſappointed without a Pan- 


tomime, at Chriſtmas ;—and a Panto« 
mime not being forth-coming, i in Drury- 


Lane, I was prevailed upon to make 


out the ſubſequent Sketch, expreſsly 


for that ſeaſon, to ſupply the place of 
Harlequinade: ; — Accidents, however, 
retarded it's repreſentation, a fortuight, 
beyand it's intended appearance. 
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I feel nothing upon my conſcience in 
having ſubſtituted a Blue. Beard for a 
Black Face —I have not attempted to 
make Magick uſurp that ſpace of the 
Evening's Entertainment much better oc- 
cupied by Dramas of inſtruction, and 
probability. I have kept my Enchant- 
ment within the limits where rational 
minds, without pedantry, have not only 
long tolerated it, but have found plea- 
ſure in unbending with it, after they 
have been more ſolidly engaged. 


ſhort, my Syllabub does not make it's 


appearance until the ſubſtantial part of 
the repaſt is over.—I am careleſs, there. 
fore, of thoſe ſapient Gentlemen, wha 
in the wards of Greſſet, 


1 Portent leur hetite ſentence” 
« Sur la rime, & ſur les Auteurs, 
Avec autant de connoifſance” 


Nu un aveugle en a des couleurs.“ 


Bu 


Wor. + 
But, I could tell ſuch Gentlemen that 1 
have done ſome good.—lT have given an 
opportunity to Mr. KEIL x of fully eſta- 
bliſhing his reputation, as a Muſical 
Compoſer, with a Publick, whoſe fa- 
vour he has long, and deſervedly expe- 
rienced as à Singer. Crouded audiences 
have teſtiſied the moſt ſtrong, and deci- 
ded approbation of his original Muſick, 
in Blue-Beard ; and amply applauded 
his taſte, and judgment i in Selection. 


Dully as the matter of fact may be 
ſtated, I feel gratified in relating this 
truiſm of a worthy and induſtrious man. 
Add to this, I have brought forward 
Young Greenwood (a Scene Painter of ; 
Nineteen!) to ſhew Deſign, aud Execu- 
tion of uncommon promiſe :— 


And Johnstone, a Claſſical Machineſt, 
(a tara avis, alas! in Theatres) has ad- 
ded another wreath to his well-earn'd 
laurels, 

I have 
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I haye made the Dialogue and Songs, 
(ſuch as they are) ſubſervient to the 


above-mentioned Artiſts ;—and, no men, 


ſurely, eyer made better uſc of a vehi- 


cle. 


I have only, now, to ſay that I hearti- 


ly thank the Performers for the kind, 


and zealous exertions, of their well- 
known talents ;—and that it would be as 
ungrateful, as impudent, to deny that I 


took the outline of my Story from the 
works of the celebrated Mrs. Gooss :— 
at whoſe feet, with all due deference, I 


beg to la my preſent weighty labour 
and I do, hereby, inſcribe to her the 


Grand Dramatick Romance of Blue- . 


% 


Beard. 
GEORGE COLMAN, the Younger. 
Piccadilh „Nov. 30, 1800. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Abomelique, (Blu Beard) Mr. Palmer, 


Ibrahim, 


Selim, 


Shacabac, 
1ſt Spahi, 


| 2d Spahi, 
2d Spahi, 
ath Spahi, 
5th Spahi, 


Haſlan, 


iſt Slave, 


2d Slave, 


Fatima, 


Irene, 
Beda, 


Mr. Suett. 

Mr. Kelly. 

Mr. Banniſter, Jun. 
Mr. Dignum. 

Mr. Sedgwick. 

Mr. Wat hen, | 

Mr. Banniſter. 


Mr. Trueman. 


Mr. Holling fworth, 
Mr. Webb. 
Mr. Madadocks, 


Mrs. Crouch. 
Miſs De Camp. 
Mrs, Bland. 
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BLUE- BEAR P; 


FEMALE CURIOSITY ! 


ACT I. e 


SCENE I. 
47 urkiſh Village—=A Romantich; Mountainous | 


Country beyond it. 


| SELIM is diſcovered under FaTiMa's Window; to 
which a Ladder of Silken Ropes is faſtened, 


DaAW˖N. 


DUET—SELIM AND FATIMA, 
SEL, 


Prana glimmers o'er the Tay 
Fatima! Fatima! wakeſt thou, dear? 
Grey- eyed Morn begins to peep : 
Fatima! Fatima! Selim's here! 
Here are true-love's cords attaching 
To your window, —Liſt | Liſt! 
( Fatimg opens the window.) 75 
B 1 5 Fati. 
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Fati. Deareſt Selim! I've been watching; 
Yes, I ſee the filken twiſt. 
Sel. Down, Down, Down, Down, Down! 
Down the Ladder gently trip; / 
Pit a pat, pit a pat, —haſte thee, dear! 
Fati. O! I'm ſure my foot will flip! 
Mit) one foot out of the Window. "3 
Sel. Fatima! COM 
Fati. Well Selim? 5 „ 
Sel. Do not fear! 
(She gets upon the Ladder—they keep time in fuuging to her fleps as 
ſhe deſcends —towards the end of the laſt line ſhe reaches the ground 
and they embrace.) 
Both, Pit a pat, pit a pat, pit a pat, 
| Pit a pat, pit a pat—Pat, Pat, Pat. 
As they embrace, Ibrahim puts lus head out, Joon the door U 1 
Houſe. 


Ibra. Ah, Traitreſs Have 1 caught you! 
(comes forward ) Attempt to run away with a Man? 
and not only with a man, but a Trooper !—One 
of the Spahis.—Wicked Fatima !—Much as Maho- 
met's brood muſt have increaſed, there iſn't one 
turtle in all our Prophet's pigeon-houſe, that 
would'nt be ready to peck at you. In,—in, and 
repent! (puſhes her into the houſe.) 

Sel. Hear me, Ibrahim! 

Ibra. I won't hear you, as I'm a Muſſulman! 

Sel. Credit me to ſuppoſe that 

Ibra. I won't credit any thing, as l'm a True 
Believer! | 

| Sel. Did not you promife her to me in mar- 


riage? 
» Ibra. 


BLUE BEARD. — 


Thra. Um !—Why, I did ſay ſomething like 
getting a Licence {rom the Cadi. | 

Sel. And, what has made you break your word > 

. Tbra. A better Bride groom for my wo ac 

Sel. Why better than 17 

Tbra. He's richer. You have your mer its, but 
he's a Baſhaw, with T hree Tails. | 

Sel. Does that make him more deferving ? 

Ibra. To be ſure it does, all the world over. 
Throw Riches and Power into the ſcale, and fim- 
ple Merit ſoon kicks the beam. Now, to cut 
the matter ſhort. Youre a very pretty Trooper ; 
ſo troop off; for Abomelique, the great Abome- 
lique! comes this day, to carry my daughter to 

his magnificent Caſtle, and eſpouſe her. 

= Sel. Abomelique ! The peſt of all the neigh- 
bouring country. 


Ibra. Yes, he's by far the beſt of all the neigh- 
bouring country. 


Sel. Who deals, as all around declare, i in ſpells 
and magick. 

TIbra. Aye, you can;t ſay of him, as they do of 
many great fo! ks, that he's no Conjurer. 

Sel. And you think this man calculated to make 
a good huſband to Fatima: 

Ibra. Poſitively. 

Sel. Better than I ? 

bra. Um Comparatively. | 

B 2 | Sel. 
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Sel. And you now look upon me with con- 
tempt ? | 


Ibra. Superlatively, I do, by the Temple of 
Mecca ! 


Sel. Now, by my injuries, old man ! But 1 


curb my juſt reſentment: You are the Father of 


my Fatima; but for my rival 
Ibra. He is able enough to maintain his own 


cauſe. 


Sel. Oh! he ſhall rue the day, when ſerpent- 
like, he ſtung me. Yes, Abomelique! Spite of 
thy wealth and power, thy myſtick ſpells, and 


| helliſh incantations, a ſoldier's vengeance ſhall 
. perſue thee. 


QUARTETTO. 
Selim, Ibrahim, Fatima and Irene. 


Sel. Ruthleſs tyrant ! dread my force! 


A ſoldier's ſabre hangs o'er thee! 
Thou ſoon ſhall fall a headleſs corple, 
Who now would'ſt tear my love from me. 


Vera. How prettily, now he rails! 


But *tiſn't ſo eaſily done as ſaid 
To {mite a Baſhaw, and cut off the head 
Of a Man who bas got Three Tails, 


(Fatima and Irene come from the Houſe, and kneel to Ibrahim P 
Fati. & Ire. Turn, turn, my Father! Turn thee hither ! 
A Daughter would thy pity move! 
Ire. Why doom the opening roſe to wither ? 
Both. Why blight the early bud of love? 
TI. Ibra, 
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Tbra. Sel, Fati. Oh! how teazing! 
Oh! how trying! O! how vexing | 
Are the fears which Fathers, 
Lovers, 
Daughters prove. 
How diſtreſſing! How perplexing 
Are the cares that wait on love! 
Tre. & Fati. Hear me! Hear me! 
Thbra, I'll not hear thee! 
Tre. & Fati. Can you now our ſuit refuſe ? 
Cheer me! You alone can cheer me 


Tis a wretched daughter ſues. 
Tra. Tis a filly daughter ſues. 


All. O! how trying! Oh! how vexing, &c. 

Ire. Dear! how can you think of marrying 
my Siſter to this Baſhaw ? 

Ibra. And pray, good miſtreſs krene, with all 
the ſubmiſſion of a dutiful Father, may I crave 
to know your objections ? 

Ire. Why, in the firſt place, then, Father, he 
has a Blue Beard. 

Ibra. And who, in the name of all the Devils 
made you a judge of beards ? 

Ire. Well, I do think it was ſent as a puniſh- 
ment to him, on account of all his unfortunate 
wives. 

Ibra. Ha! now, under favour, I do think 
that a man's wives are puniſhment enough, 
themſelves. Praiſed be the wholeſome law of 


Mahomet, that ſtinted a Turk to only four at a 
time ! 


Ire. 
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Tre. The Baſhaw had never more than one at a 
time; and tis whiſpered that he beheaded the 
poor ſouls one after another: for, in ſpite of his 
power, there's no preventing talking. 

Tbra. That's true, indeed; and, if cutting off 
womens heads won't prevent talking, I know 
of no method likely to proſper | But, I'll make 
You filent, Miſtreſs, depend on't. No more of 
this prate ! | 

Tre. I have done, Father 
Thra, Prepare to take up your abode with your 


Siſter, at the Caſtle. 


Ire. O, I am very, very glad I am to be with 


her! Are not you, Fatima? 


Fati. J am indeed, Irene. A loved Siſter's 
preſence will be a conſolation to me in my miſe- 


Tries. 


ra. Perhaps 1 may contrive to go with you, 
too. If I could bring it about, I ſhould dwell 
there in all the reſpe& due to a relation of the 
mighty Abomelique. Let me once get footing 
in Old Three-Tails' Caſtle, and I'll tickle up the 
Slaves for a great man's Father-in-Law, I'll war- 
rant me! Hark! I hear him on the march over 
the mountain: and here are all my neighbours, 
pouring out of their houſes, to ſee the proceſ- 


ſion. 


The 


BLUE BEARD. 7 


The ſun riſes gradually, A March is beard at a 
great diſtance. ABOMILIQUE, and a magnificent 
train appear at tho top of the Mountain, They | 


deſcend through a winding path: ſometimes they 


are loſt to the ſight, to mark the irregularities of 


the road. The Muſick grows ſtronger as they ap- 


proach, At length, ABOMELIQUE's train range 


themſelves on each ſide the ſtage, and Jing the 


Chorus, as he marches down through their ranks, 


The Villagers come from their bouſes. 


GRAND CHORUS. 


Mark his approach with Thunder! Strike on the trembling 


Spheres! 
With martial craſh, 


The cymbals claſh ; 


| *Tis the Baſhaw appears. | 
War i in his eye- ball gliſtens! Slave of his lp i is law; - 
Our life, and death, 
Hang on his breath; 
Hail to the great Baſhaw ; 


Abom. Now, Ibrahim; I come to claim my 


Bride, the lovely Fatima, To take this Village- 
Roſe from the obſcure and lowly ſhade, and place 


her in a warmer ſoil; where the full Sun of 


Wealth ſhall ſhine upon her, and add a richer 
| glow to the ſweet bluſh of Beauty. 


Ibra. Moſt puiſſant Baſhaw! I am. proud that 


any twig of mine is thought worthy of a place 
| in 


a BLUE BEARD. 


in your Shrubbery, Irene, as you defired, ſhall 
go with Fatima, as companion. For myſelf, 
mighty Sir, I am a tough ſtick, ſomewhat dry, 
and a little too old, perhaps to be moved : but, 
to ſay the truth, ſince you are going to take off 
my ſuckers, if I were .to be tranſplanted along 
with them, I think I ſhould thrive. 

Abom. It ſhall be order'd ſo. 
bra. Shall it! Then, if I don't make ſhift to 
flouriſh, cut me down, and make fire-wood of 
me. 

Abom. Be ſatisfied, you ſhall along with us. 
There ſhall not be one countenance on which my 
power, and this day's feſtival, docs not Impreſs a 
imile. : 

Sel. That's falſe, by Makomet|! 

Abom. How now! Who dares utter that? 

Ibra. Huſh! (ſtopping Selim's mouth.) He's 
nobody; only a poor mad Trooper. You may 
know he's a Trooper by his ſwearing. Beneath 


Four mighty notice. 


Abom. What prompts him to this boldneſs? 

Sel. Injury. Vou have baſely wrong'd me. 

Abom. Raſh fool! know my power, and re- 
ſpect it. 

Sel. When power is reſpected, its baſis muſt 
be Juſtice. Tis then an edifice that gives the 
humble ſhelter, and they reverence it. But, 'tis 
a ae ſhallow, fabrick, that rears itſelf upon 

dai 
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oppreſſion : the breath of the diſcontented ſwells 
into a gale around it, 'till it totters. 

Abom. Speak, how are you aggrieved ? 

Fati. Let me inform him. 

Ibra. O, plague! Hold your tongue. A wo: 
man always makes bad worſe, 

Abom. Proceed, ſweet Fatima 
Fati. I was poer, and happy; for my wiſhes 
were lowly as my ſtate. Content, and peace, 
dwelt in our cottage; nor were theſe ſmiling in- 
mates ruffled, when love ſtole in, and found a 
ſhelter in my boſom. My father placed my hand 
in this young ſoldier's, and taught me that our 
fortunes ſoon ſhould be united. Poor Selim's 
ſoul ſpoke in his eyes; and mine replied, (for 
true loves eyes are eloquent) that, through my 
life, I wiſhed no other protector than a brave 
youth, whoſe lot, being humble like my own, 
the more endeared him to me. Our hopes and 
joys were repening daily: You came, and all are 
blighted ! (falls in Selim's arms.) 

Abom, Tear them aſunder. Inſulted! and by 
a ſlave that 
(Selim offers to draw, and is reſtrained by Abo- 

melique's attendants. ) : 

Thou art beneath my notice. You, Fatima, 
muſt to the caſtle, Prepare the Palanquin! (10 
the attendants.) We are advanced too far, Lady 
we cannot now recede. 
C. (A mag- 


1 
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(4 de een Palanquin is brought in, carried Ly 
Black Saves.) 


GRAND CHORUS. 


| | Advance! 
See us the Bride attending! 
Echo ſhall now the chaunt prolong, 
Torn with a luſty Turkiſh fong, 
While the Star of the World is aſcending. 


(AzowtLigue lads Fatima towards the Palanquin.} 
Hark to the Drum! 


Come, Comrades, Come! 
Time will not brock delaying. 


(ABoMELIQUE forces FATIMA into the Palanguin, who Aruggtes.) 7 
See ſhe reſiſt her ſtruggles note! 


= Sel. & Fati. O give me {hi 1 n fon whom I doat. 


(AsouRLigur draws his ſubre—all the Saves draw.) 
Sabres are gleaming round the throat 


Of beauty diſobeying. 


[ Exeunt, hurrying off FATIMA. Irn is ſeated with ur in 
the | gn 


% 


A Hall in Abomelique's Caſtle, 


Enter Bepa, (with a Guitar.) 


Beda. Where can he be loitering ſo long. 
Why Shacabac! Poor melancholy fool! He's 


in 
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in fome dark corner of the caſtle, now moping 
and ſighing as uſual. This is the hour he ſhould 
ccme to tak: his daily leſſon with me on the 
guitar. Muſick is the only thing that makes 
him merry, Why, Shacabac! 


Enter SH\caBac, (with a Guitar.) 

Shac. Here I am, Beda! 

Beda. Why, where have you been, all this 

time Shacabac ? 

_.  Shac, Getting all in readineſs for the Baſhaw's 

return, with his intended Bride. They ſay ſhe's 

very handſome. Poor ſoul! I pity her. 
(ba aſide.) 

Bega. Pity a woman becauſe ſhe is hand ſome! 

Pray, then, keep out of my way, for I don't like 

to be pitied, 


Sbac. Did I ſy, pity ! Oh no, 1 didn” t intend 
that. Heigho! 
Beda. Now what gan you be fighing ſor ? 
Sbac. That waſn't ſighing. I'm like our old 
blind camel—a little ſhort winded, that's all. 
Beda. I'm ſure, Shacabac, you ought to be the 
happieſt creature in the caſtle. The Baſhaw loads 
you with his favours. | 


Sbac. O, very heavily, indeed! 1 don't diſ- 
pute hate 


3 


Beda. 


\ 
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Beda. You are his chief attendant; and he 
honoufs you with*more employment than all the 
other ſlaves put together. 

Shac. Works me like a mule ! it would be un- 
grateful to deny it. 

Beda, And every body thinks that he truſts 
you with all his ſecrets, 

Shac. (alarmed) No! do they think that ? 

Beda. Yes; and to ſay truth, you keep 
them lock'd up as cloſe 

Shac. (ſtarting) Lock'd up! how! why, you 
where fhould I keep them lock'd up ? 

Beda. In your breaſt to be ſure. 
Sbac. Oh! Yes, yes: that is if he truſts me 


with any: but to think that a Baſhaw would tell 


his ſecrets to a flave! nonſenſe} 
Beda. Nay, it iſn't for nothing he takes you 
to talk with him, in private, in the Blue Cham- 


Shac. (very earneſtly) Don't mention that, 
Beda ! Never mention the Blue Chamber again ! 
Beda, Why, what harm is there in the Aue 


Chamber? 


Shac, None in the world; but you know I'm 
full of melancholy fancies. and I never go into 


that Blue Chamber that I don't feel as if I were 
tormented with Devils, 


Beda. Mercy! What Devils Shacabac ? 
| | Shgcy 
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Shac. (recovering bimſelf, and ſmiling) Only | 
Blue Devils, Beda!- Nothing more: Come, ö 
hang ſorrow! Let's ſtrike * a N on tne | 
Guitar. | | | 


Beda. Aye, that makes you merry, at the 
work of times. 


Sbac. That it does, Beda, 
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D U E s jp 
Shacabac and Beda, RR ' 
SHACs | 


Yes, Beda,—This, Beda, when I melancholy grow, 
This tinking heart-ſinking loon can drive away. 


BDA. 
When hearing ſounds cheering, then we blythe and jolly, 
. 
How do you, while to you, Shacdbas, I hs 7 
Tink, tinka, tinka, tink—the ſweet guitar ſhall cheer you, 
Clink, clinka, clinka, clink,—So gaily let us ſing! 


| SHACs 
Tink, tinka, tinka, tint, —A pleaſure tis to hear you, 
While, neatly, you ſweetly, ſweetly touch the ſtring ! 
Boru, ; 
Tink, tinka, &c. 


SuAc. | 
Once, ſighing, ſick, dying, ſorrow hanging over me, 
Faint, weary, fad, dreary, on the ground J lay; 
There moaning, deep groaning, Beda did dſcover me 
BEN DA. 
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Sd 4 \ Be DAs | > | * 
re foothing Care ſmoothing. If beam to pk, 
ch tinka, tak, tink—the {weet Siek could cheer you; 
Chia, e clinke, clin ik, fo gaily did ! ſir: ig! 


— | 2 SHAC, 
Mk: tines, tinka, tink—A pleaſure 'twas to hear you, 
While, nea. 1 „ you cw-etly touch'd the ſtring ! 


- 


Box THe 
Tinka, tiaba, &c. 
7 A horn is founded without, 4 


Sbac. Hark! t the horn ſounds at the Cate 
Gate. The Baſhaw is returned. 

Beda. And brings his Bride with him, I long 
to ſee her! I muſt join the reſt of the ſlaves 
preſently. You know, Shacabac, we are all to 
kneel, and cry“ May lhe live *Joug and happy!“ 
 Shac, Heaven lend ſhe may! Huſh! The 
Baſhaw! Rk 


mw Enter ABOMEL1QUE, 


Abom. ' Oh, you are here, 3 

Sbac. To obey your pleaſure. Vour Slave 
humbly truſts that in preparing for our new 
Miſtreſs, nothing has been neglected. 

Abom. I commend your care ; and, while the 
lovely Fatima is inſpecting her apartments, I 
have employment for you. You mult attend me, 

Shac, Whither, might» Sir? | 


Mom. 


BLUE BEARD. mY 


Alben. To the Blue Chamber. 

Sbac. The Blue Chi- — (drops the Guitar * 

Abom. What ails the driveller?— 

Sbac. No . — Nothing- nothing. —That ter- 
rible ſound ſets me a ſnivering! ee, 

Avom. Wlat ſay you? 1 0 

Sbac. I ſay the guitar fell to the ground, and 
I was aſraid of its ſhivering. 

Abom. Attend me. 

Shac, I follow, 


Exit Abomelique, followed by Shacabac, 


Beda. Poor Shacabac ! what can be the matter 
with him! Perhaps he has been croſſad In Love; 
and, now [I think of it, he muſt have a miſtrefs 
ſome where, or he never would be ſo often alone 


with me without flying one tender thing to me, 


Ah, love, love ! 1 ſhall never forget my poor, 
dear, loſt Cuilib, 


SONG. 


His ſparkling eyes were dark as jet; 

Chica, Chica, Chica, Cho. 
Can I my lovely Turk forget ꝰ 

Oh! never, never, never, no! 
Did he not watch till Night did fall, 

And ſail in filence on the Sea; _ 
Did he not climb our ſea-g i wall, 

To talk fo lovingly to me? | 

O! his ſparkling eyes, &c, 
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His lips were of the Coral hue, 

His teeth of ivory ſo white; 
But he was hurried from my view, 

Who gave to me ſo much delight! 
And, why ſhould tender lovers part! 

And why ſhould fathers eruel be 
Why bid me baniſh from my heart 

A heart ſo full of love for me! 

O! his ſparkling eyes, &c. Exit. 
SCENE III. 
A Blue — s 


A winding Stair-caſe on one fide. A large Door in 
the middle of the Flat. Over the Door, a Picture 
of ABoMELIQUE, kneeling in amorous ſupplication 
to a beautiful Woman, Other Pictures, and 
Devices, on ſubjects of Love, decorate the 
Appartment. 


ABOMELIQUE and SHACABAC deſcend the Stair, 
SHACABAC in apparent terror, 


Abom. You know my purpoſe, 
Shac. I gueſs it. 
Abom. . do you tremble ? 
Shac. 


The Dialogue of this Scene has undergone ſome alteration, 
fince it was firſt repreſented : by which means the Blue Appart- 
ment is not ſhown 'till the Second Act. The Author, however, 
prefers printing it as it was originally written, 


* 
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Shac. The air of this Apartment chills me ; 


and the buſineſs we are going upon iſn't the beſt 
to inſpire courage. 

Abom. Fool! When” this myſterious Portal 
ſhall be open'd, what haſt thou to dread? 

Shac. Oh, nothing at all. The inhabitants of 
the inner apartment might rerrify a man of ten- 


der nerves; but what are they to me? Only a 
few flying Pbinteime, ſheeted Spectres, ſkipping 


| Skeleton's and grinning Ghoſts at their gam- 
bols; and as to thoſe who had once the honour 
to be your wives, poor ſouls ! they are harmleſs 


enough, now, whatever they OE have been 


| W 


Abom. Twas to prevent the IO with which 


their conduct threaten'd me, that they have ſuf- 
fer'd, Their crimes were on their heads. 
Shac. Then the crimes were as cleanly taken 
off their ſhoulders as ſcimitar could carry them. 
That Curioſity ſhould coſt ſo much! If all wo- 


men were to forfeit their heads for being inqui- 


ſitive, what a number of ſweet, pretty, female 
faces we ſhould loſe in the world! 0 0 
Abom. Such puniſhment might outrun even 
Turkiſh Juſtice; but in me, 'tis prudence; Self. 
preſervation. You are not ignorant of the pre 
dict ion. 

Sbac. That it is your fate to marty, and your 


3 Life 
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Life ſhall.be endangered by the Curioſity of the 
woman whom you eſpouſe. 

Abom. Thou haſt the ſecret. Dare not to 
breath. it, or 

Sbac. Don't ook ſo terrible them; for, if you 
ſcare away my ſenſes, who knows, but the ſecret 
may pop out along with them. . 

Abom. Well, I know thou dareſt not utter it. | 
The myſtick ceremonies, in which, from mere 
neceſſity, I have employ'd thee, thou weak and 
unapt agent! bear in them a ſupernatural force, 
fettering thy tongue in ſilence, (gives him a Key 
decorated with Fewels.) Take the 2 apply it 
to the door. 

_ . Shac. Yes, I—but I was always, from a boy, 
the meereſt bungler at a Lock that=— 

Abom. Daſtard ! Thou knoweſt how readily 
*twill open. 

Shac. But, muſt I once more open it to— 

Abom. Be ſpeedy! This Taliſman muſt, ere 
my marriage rites are ſolemnized, be placed : 
within the Tomb of thole whoſe raſhneſs has laid 
them cold beneath the icy hand of Death. _ 

. Shac, Mercy on us! I know not for the icy 
hand of Death: But if Fear would do me the 
favour to keep his chilly paws [off me, I ſhould | 
be much warmer than I amat prelent, 

Abom. No dallying. 

Sbac. I obey. 
Shacabac 


BLUE BEARD. + 


Siebes puts the Key into the Lock; the Door 
inſtantly ſinks, with a tremendous craſh, and the 
Blue Chamber appears 'fireaked with vivid 
ſtreams of Blood, The figures in the Picture over 
the Door, obange their poſition, and Abome- 

lique is repreſented in the action of bebeading 
| the | Beauty be was, before, ſupplicating. Tbe 
Pictures, and Devices of Love, change to ſubjefts 
of Horror and Death. The Interior Apartment 
(which the finking of the door diſcovers), exhibits 
various Tombs, in a ſepulchral building ;—in the 
midſt of which ghaſtly and ſupernatural forms are 
ſeen ;—ſome in motion, ſome fixed — In the centre, 
is a large Skeleton, ſeated on a Tomb, (with a 
Dart in his band), and over his bead, in charac- 
ters of Blood, is written 


« THE PUNISHMENT OF CURIOSITY. 25 


Abom. Thou ſeeſt yon fleſhleſs form. 
(pointing to the Skeleton) 


Shac. O, yes !—and my own fleſh crawls 


whenever I look upon him. 
(giving Abomelique the Key) 28172 
Abom. Henceforward he muſt be my deſtiny. 


Dæmon of Blood !—(addreſſing the Skeleton) — 
Death's Courier !—whofe ſport it is to ſound 


War's Clarion; to whet the knife of Suicide! to 


lead the hired Murderer to the ſleeping Babe; 
and, with a ghaſtly ſmile of n to regiſter 
D 2 the 
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the Slaughter'd, who prematurely drop in Na- 


ture's Charnel houſe; here, here have I pent 
thee! A priſoner to my Art, here, to circum- 
ſcribe thy general purpoſes, for my particular 
good, twelve winters have I kept thee ! 
Sbac. Have you! Allah preſerve us! but 1 


muſt ſay that, conſidering the time, he looks ſo 


lean that he does his keeper no credit. 

Mom. Approach him with reſpect. 

Shac. Who, I? I'd rather OP at a reſpect- 
ful diſtance. 

Abom. Take this Taliſman, 

Shac. Tis a dagger. 

Abom. Tis a charmed one. While it remains 
beneath the foot of that ſame ghaſtly form, I am 
free from mortal power. Another hand than 
mine mult place it there. - Thou muſt perform 
the office. (Gives him the Taliſman.) 
Sbac. Muſt I! well, I, (approaching the figure). 


O, Mahomet ! If ever I get away ſafe from this 


Gentleman who has jumped out of his ſkin, I 


| ſhall jump out of my own for joy !— 


og lays the Dagger at the foot of the Shele- 

ton : It Thunders and Lightens violently. The 

3 over the Sheleton's bead, changes to 
tbe following — _ T 

« THIS SEPULCHRE SHALL INCLOSE HER WHO 

MAY ENDANGER THE LIFE OF ABOMELI- 


QUE," 


. — Se LP Ra 
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The Skeleton raiſes bis arm which bolds the Dart, 
then lets his arm fall again. Shacabac ſtaggers 
from the Sepulchre, into the Blue Chamber, aud 
ns on his face; when the Dow, inſtantly riſing, 
cloſes the interior building. The ſtreaks of blood 
vaniſh from the walls of the Blue Chamber, and 
Abomelique's Picture, with the other Pictures 
and Devices, reju e their original appearance. 
Abom. It omens proſperouſly ! This Sepulchre 

ſhall incloſe Her who may endanger the Life of 

Abomelique, Her death then is the penalty of 

her raſhneſs. May Fatima be prudent, and avoid 

it. Rouſe thee, dull fool! Thy taſk is ended; 
ariſe and follow me hence. 

Sbac. That I will, if my Legs have power to 
carry me. (getting up) 

Abom. Hark! I hear a foot in yonder gallery: 
Aſcend the Stairs with me, in filence. Chatter- 
ing will coſt thy Life. 
 Shac. Then I am ſure you muſt pull out my 
teeth, for they chatter in ſpite of me. (Abomelique 
makes a ſign to him to follow) I attend! 

(They aſcend the ſtair- caſe, and the ſcene clofes.) 


SCENE IV. 
An Apartment in the Caſile, 
Enter FATIMA and IRENE, 
Ire. Pry thee, deareſt Siſter, take comfort. 
ati, 
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' Fati. Where ſhall I find it? Torn from the 
man TI love, and forced into the arms of one whom 
I, and all around, deteſt, where ſhould I look for 


comfort! My waking thoughts are torments ; 


and, ſince this marriage was propoſed, my very 
dreams have foreboded miſery. 


SONG. 
Fatima. 
While, penſive, I thought on my Love, 


The Moon, on the Mountain, was brights 
And Philomel, down in the grove, 


Broke, "ay the ſilence of Night. 


O, I wiſh'd that the tear-drop would flow? f 
But I felt too much anguiſh to weep : 
Till, worn with the weight of my woe, 
I ſunk on my pillow to ſleep, 
Methought that my Love as I lay, 
His ringlets all clotted with gore, 


In the paleneſs of Death, ſeem'd to ſay, 
* Alas! we muſt never meet more! 


ee Yes, yes, my belov'd! we muſt part; 

“ The Steel of my Rival was true; 
The Aſſaſſin has ſtruck on that heart, 

& Which beat with ſuch fervour for you.“ 


Ire. Why, to be ſure, 'tis a ſad thing to loſe 
Selim. He is a good youth. And we women 
have, ſomehow, ſuch a pleaſure at looking at a 
Yood young man, when he happens to be very 

| handſome ! 
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handſome! Yet the Baſhaw, bating his Beard, 
iſn't ſo very ugly neither. Then, you know, he 
rolls i in, riches. 


Fati. He abules avis. Irene. Wealth, when 


its purpoſe is perverted, makes the poſſeſſor odi- 
ous. When virtuous men have gold, they pur- 
chaſe their own happineſs, by making others 
happy: heap treaſure on the vicious, they 


ſtrengthen their injuſtice with the ſweet means 


of Charity, and tura the poor man 8 memng to 
a curſe. 

Ire. Well now it's s a great pity you happen'd to 
love Selim firſt. Who knows but the Baſhaw 
may turn out good to us, aſter all. See what 
fine cloaths he has given us already. 


Fati. Alas, my Siſter, theſe gay trappings. 


communicate no pleaſure to an aching heart. 
Tre, 1 wiſh they could ſee us in them, in our 
village for all that. Then we are to have a fine 


feaſt, to-night, in honour of your nuptials, which 
ere to take place to- morrow. 


Enter SHACABAC. 


Sbac. Madam, the Baſhaw waits, to attend you, 
to the illuminated Garden. 


Tre. There, the illuminated Garden! I told 
you ſo. 


Fatt. I attend him, Come, Siſter. 
L Eæeunt Fatima and Irene. 
| $bac. 
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to the Baſhaw's cruelty! His ſavage ſpirit ſet- 
tles all family N48 88 with the edge of the 
Scimitar. 
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Shac. Poor ſoul! muſt ſhe be ſacrificed, tos, 


SONG. 


A fond Hufband will, after a conjugal Strife, 

Kiſs, forgive, weep, and fall on the neck of his Wife, 
But Abomelique's wife other conduct may dread— 
When he falls on her Neck, tis to cu off her Head. 


How many there are, when a Wife plavs the fool, 
Will argue the point with her, calmly and cool ; 
The Baſhaw, who don't reliſh debates of this ſort, 
Cuts the Woman, as well as the Argument, ſhort. 


But, whatever her errors, *tis mighty unfair 

To cut off her Head, juſt as if *twere all hair; 
For, this truth is maintain'd by Philoſophers ſtill.— 
That the Hair grows again, but the Head never will, 
And, among all the baſeſt, ſure he is moſt baſe, 


Who can view, then demoliſh, a Woman's ſweet face? 
Her ſmiles might the malice of Devils difarm ; 


And the Devil take him whq would offer her harm. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


A Garden, brilliantly and fancifully illuminated. A 
Fountain playing in the middle of it. An elevated 
Sopha on one file, under a rich Canopy. 


A large company of Slaves diſcovered, ſome Dancers, 
others with Mufical Inſtruments. They all appear as 
preparing for an Entertainment, 


Beda rs foremoſt among them. 
Enter Ibrabim, 


17g. That's right! You poor abominable de- 
vils, who have the happineſs to be Slaves to my 
Son- in-law, that's right! Thrum your ovitars» 
puff your trumpets, and blow your flutes, in ho- 
nour of your new Miſtreſs, my daughter. Come 
here, you long-winded dog | 000 4 dla ve with a trum- 
pet) Tell me who I am ? 

S/ave. You are old Ibrahim. 

Ibra. Old Ibrahim] Theſe Slaves are remark= 


ably free! I am the father of the Lady who is to be 
Wife of the Man who is the Maſter of you, What 
a fine thing it is to be Father-in-Law to Three 


"Tails! ( ſees Beda) O, dear! there's a pretty 
| black-eyed girl ! Come here, and teil me your 
name. 29, 
Beda. My name is Beda, ſo pleaſe you 
Lira. Beda, is it? Why, you little Devil, you're 
an Angel. 
E Beda. 
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Beda. Oh no, Sir, I'm only one of the family. 

Ibra. Then give me a family kiſs. — 

Beda. Dear ! if the Baſhaw ſhould ſee you | 

Ira. Then he'd ſay you have a good taſte. 
Cheer up, little one! I rule the roaſt here, It 


ſhan't go worſe with you that I have power, and 


you have charms. It's amazing, when Beauty 


pleads with a Great Man, how much quicker it riſes 
to promotion than ugly-faced merit. (A Flouriſh of 


Mufick without): Silence! Here comes the great 
Abomelique ! Son-in-lay to me, who am the fa- 


ther to the Lady, who is to marry the man, that 
is maſter of you. Stand aſide ! be ready; strain 


your throats, kick your heels, and ſhew obedience. 


Abomelique enters with Fatima, Irene acrompanx- 


ing them, Abomelique and Fatima ſeat themſelves 


under the Canopy. | | 
A GRAND DANCE. 
CHORUS. 
Lowly we bend in duty, 
Queen of the peaceful bowers ! 
We bow to the foot-ſteps of beauty; 
And ftrews her path with flowers. 
Tne mellow flute is blowing. 
Bounce goes the tambourin; 
Sweet harmony is flowing, 
To welcome beauty's queen. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


A Company of Spahis (or Turkiſh Soldiers) diſcaverad 


GLEE; 


STAND cloſe ;—Our comrade is not come: 
Ere this he muſt be hovering near; 
Give him a fignal we are here, 
By gently tapping on the drum, 
Rub, dub, dub, 


A Comrade's wrong'd : Revenge ſhall work ; 
Thus till our projects ripe we lurk ; 
And ftill to mark that we are here, 
Yet not alarm the diſtant ear, 
With caution, ever and anon, 
The drum we gently tap upon, 
Rub, dub, dub, F | 
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ff Spa. Sellm tarries long. 
2nd Spa. Diſappointed Love is a heavy luggage; 
and he who travels with it generally proceeds low 


Iy. 


3d Spa. Not when the hope of redreſs is pack d 


up with his diſappointments: and revenge has long 


ſpurs to quicken a dull motion. Were you ever in 
love Comrade ? (20 a ſullen, ro:igh-locking companion.) 


4th Spa. (very gruf fly) I once knew the tender 
Paſſion. 

3d Spa. Were you ſucceſsful when you Aer c? 

4th Spa. Um! * the chances were againſt 
me. | 

3d Spa. Lew ſo ? 

Athr Spa. I adored eleven, and obtained but ive. 
*Twas hard, for a man who was ſo conſtant to'm. 

1ſt Spa. Well, we are all Soldiers. W ar is the 
miſtreſs I 

2d Spa. You muſt take pains to keep Got of her, 
for you have loſt one eye 1n her ſervice already. 

1ſt Spa. Wounds of honour, brother, form the 


Warrior's proudek . NV loſs perhaps may 


live in ſtory, 
4th Spa. It muft. live in A blind dave 6 then, if it 


live at all, brother? | 17 


3d Spe. Come, no more of * ' " 
iſt Spa. Nay, let them proceed. They a are only 
in i ſport, My Comiades know that the breath of a 
It 1 f few 


\ 
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few ribald jeſters can never wither the laurels 2 Sol- 
dier gains in protecting his country. Look out! 
Here comes Sclim ! 


Enter Selim. 


2d Spa. Well met. We have been a full hour at 
our polt here. 


Sel. Your pardon, - The entanglements of the 
Wood retarded my progrels. 


zd Sta. Now, Comrade: The time's at hand 
when we will rcdrels you. 


Sel. I know your zeal. A Spahi never permits 
a brother's injuries to remain unrevenged. 

4th Spa. We'll ſeize upon Blue Beard, and dry- 
ſhave him with a two edged Scimitar. 

Sel. If it be expedient to attack the Caſtle, be 


cautious, friends, in the procedure. My Fatima, 
cife, may fall in the confuſion, _ 

2d Spa. Fear not that. We'll crack the walls like 
a nut-ſhell, and extract your miſtreſs, ſafe and ſound 
like the kernel. 


4th Spa. Our horſes ſtand a few paces hence. Let 
us mount and away : 3h 
Sel. We will, my comrades ! We have ſome diſ- 
| tance yet to ride, ere we reach the domain of Abo- 
melique, Prepare.—I'll follow . inſtantly, Thanks 
for your aid, 4h 

1ſt Ha. Nay, we want no thanks. Men are 
unworthy of ſuccour in their own time of need, who 


will 
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will not be active to relieve the ſufferings of their 
fellows. March, Comrades! 
[ Exeunt Spabis: 


Sel. Now, Fortune! Smile upon a Soldier's ho- 
neſt love, ſtruggling to reſcue injured virtue from 


oppreſſion, 
SONG. 
SELIM. 


Hear me, O Fartune hear me! 

Thy aid, O let me prove! 
Now in this ſtruggle cheer me, | 
And crown the hopes of Love 


5 Then Vice no more ſhall revel; 
Ves, Tyrant, we ſhall meet; 
A Soldier'r ſword ſhall level 
Oppreſſion at my feet. | (Zvi 


SCENE II. 


tn Apartment in Abomelique's Caſtle. 


Enter Abomelique, Fatima, and Shacabac. 


Abom. Yes, Fatima! buſineſs of i import calls me, 


F or a few hours I leave you. Soon as the Sun lopes 
through 


— = ——— — nero 
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through the azure vault of Heaven, to kiſs the 
mountain's top, and Evening's lengthen'd ſhadows 
forerun the dew-drops of the night, then leok for 
my return. Then ſhall our marriage be accom- 
pliſhed. 1 
Fati. Alas! if ever pity- 
Abom. No more of this, off with this maiden coy- 
neſs: and, in my abſence, be gay and jocund. This 
Caſtle can afford diverſion, Lady. Rove freely 
through it. Here are the keys— 
Sbac. (Involuntarily interrupting. ) What, 4 the 
keys? 
Abom. Peace, Slave ! Inſpect the rich Apartments, 
Theſe open every door: This Slave, here, ſhall con- 
duct you; but, with them, take this caution. 
Fati. A caution! 
Abom. Yes: this key, an with diamonds, 
opens a door within the blue apartment. 
Shac. (fighing) Oh! 1 
Abom. That door, and that alone, is ſacred. Dare 
to open it, and the moſt dreadful Puniſhment that 5 
tongue can utter will a wait you. 
{Here Shacabac gives Abomelique à lo of ſupplication 
for Fatima, and is repelled by a ferocious loox An 
Vis Maſter. | | 
It is the ſole reſtraint I ever ſhall impoſe, In all 
elſe you have ample ſcope. Merit my indulgence, 
and tremble to abuſe it. (gives the keys) | 


Fatie. 


2 
— — . —— — — ̃ —æ—öo a — —— 7＋˖˙———— ³˙ m ˙ 


: 
1 
4 
5 
bi 
* 
4 
4 
U 
* 
4 
I 
by 
* 
4 
> 
| 
i 
5 


a - 7 . — 7 ö — 
IT 7 3s I 2 * , 2 
2 2 3 pe wen wo. "I 
* > 33 * 
nn, 


' 


4) 
* 
7 
= 
2 | * 
2 
' Big 
\ Ku 
1 
3 
i 
& 2 
: 


1 © BLUE BEARD: 


Pati. I tremble now to hear your words, and 
mark your manner. 


bac. (aſide) So do I, I'm ſure! 

Fati. If this key be of ſuch import, 'twere beſt 
not to truſt it to my keeping. 

Sbac. Oh, much the beſt. Pray take it ag, 
pray do (anxiouſly) 

Abom. Be dumb No, Fatima. A wife were 
unworthy of my love, could I not confide in her 
diſcretion. Prove I may truſt in yours implicitly. 
Follow me, Slave, to the Caſtle gate; then haſten 
back to attend your miſtreſs. | 

 Shac. Yes, 1 Pray then don't ſtir from here 
till I come, Lady! If the poor ſoul ſhould ot to the 
Blue Chamber before I return, and | 


3 (ade) 
Aom. Farewell Fatima! Come on. [Exit. 
Shac. I come——Oh Vit looks al Fatima, then 
at his Maſter, between anxiety for the one and lerror of 
the other : then exit after Abomelique.) 
 Fati, What can this mean? His ferocious look, 
as he pronounced the ſolemn charge, ſtruck horror 


through me!] the countenance, too, of the trembling » | 


Slave was mark'd with myſtery. 
Ire. So, Siſter | The Baſhaw is going, I hear 'till 

the evening, Wat are thoſe keys in your hand? 

Fati. 


— 
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Fati. They open every door within the walls. 
Abomeliq ac has left them with me, that we may 
wander through the caſtle. 

Tre. Well, now, that is very kind of him, 

Fati, 1 have no joy, now, Irene, in obſerving 
the idle glitter, and luxury of wealth, _ 

Tre. Haven't you? But I have. We'll have a 
rare rummage ! I won't leave a ſingle nook nor 
corner, unexainined. 4 

Tati. That muſt not be. There is one room 
we are forbidden to enter. 

Ire. A forbidden room! Dear, now, I had 
rather ſee that room than any other in the Caſtle! 
Did the Baſhaw forbid us? 

Fati. He did; and with an emphaſis ſo earneſt, 
a manner ſo impreſſive, that he has taught me a 
fatal conſequence would wait on ditobedience. 
Ire. Mercy! How I do long to fee that room! 
Do let me juſt look at the key. - 

FTati. Beware, Irene! (Hering the hey.) 

Tre. Dear, there can be no harm in looking at 
a key. What, is this it? Well, it is a monſtrous 
fine one, I declare! Dear Fatima! how pretty it 
would be juſt to take one peep! 

Tati. Tempt me not to a breach of faith, Irene. 
When we betray the confidence repoſed in us, to 
gratify our curioſity, a crime is coupled to a fail- 
ing, and we employ a vice to feed a wickedneſs. 

268 F The 
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The door within the Blue Apartment muſt re- 
main untouch'd. | 
Ire. Well I have done; but we may ſee the 


reſt of the rooms, I ſuppoſe ? 


Fati. If that can Pew you, Siſter, I will ac- 
company you. 

Tre. That's my good, kind Fatima ! if could 
but get her by degrees to this Blue Apartment— 
(aſide) —Come ; we'll go, and look over the 


_ Caſtle. I fſaw- ſome rich dreſſes, in a wardrobe, 


at the end of the gallery, that would have ſuited 
me, nicely, in the dance laſt night. 1 


SONG. 
1, _ 


Moving to the melody of muſick's note. 
Obſerve the Turkiſh fair advance, 
' Lightly as the goſſamer ſhe ſeems to float, 
=” Thro' the mazes of the dance, 
Sportive is the meaſure, 
'Thrilling is the pleaſure, 
While in merry glee the ſexes join ; 
Deeper bluſhing roſes, 
Ev'ry cheek diſcloſes, - 
Eyes with luſtre ſhine, 2 
Moving to the melody, be 


When the lover takes her glowing hand, 
With manly grace and eaſe, 
Can the dancing female then withſtand 


His gentle a * 
No 
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No—She gives him then ſo languiſhing a glance, 
Grown tender, ſoft, and melting with the dance. 
Cupid, Cupid—god of hearts, 


Dancing ſharpens all your darts ! « 
Moving td the molody, &, [Execunt. 


SCENE III. 
Another Apartment in Abomelique's caſtle. 
Enter Ibrahim, running after Beda. 


Thra. Come here, you little ſkipping jade, ang 
let me look at you! (fakes hold of her) Tell me 
now, don't you think you are very pretty? 

Beda. I am ſuch as nature made me, Sir. 

 Tbra. Nature has been very kind to you, Lſuſ- 
wt She has given you two black eyes. 

Beda. That wasn't ſo very kind of her, Sir. 

bra. Don't you know I am made Major 


Homo 9 


Beda. Ves. The Baſhaw has given you the 
command, it ſeems, over the flaves. | 

Ibra. Then obey me. 

Beda. How, Sir ? 

Ibra. How ?---Why---Shew your RY 

Beda. My teeth ? 

bra. Yes.---Giggle. (Beda laughs.) O, Ma- 
homet !---There's ivory !---She has a handſomer 

F2 mouth 
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mouth than an elephant Where were you born 
child : ? 

Beda. In Conſtantinople, Sir. My poor mo- 
ther was carried off with a plague, there, My 
father had it at the ſame time. 

Thra. Did it kill him then? 

Beda. No, Sir ; he was very bad with it ;---but 
when my mother died--- 

Tbra. Then your father got rid of his plague. 

Beda. Tes, Sir. 

Thra. 1 don't doubt it. And, how came you, 
a ſlave ? | | 

Beda. O, that's a very long ſtory. 

Thra. Don't tell it, then. We've no need of 


long ſtories, while there's opium in Turkey ;--- 
But Pl lighten the load of your bondage. 


Beda. Will you, indeed, Sir ? 
Ibra. Ves. I an a true Turkiſh lover. And | 


know all the amorous phraſeology of our coun- 


try. You ſhall be the Nutmeg of my affections, 


my All-ſpice of delight. When I meet you in the 


groves of Nightingales, let not your eyes be diſ- 
dainful as the Stag's. There ! Now, go and tell 
Muſtapha to mend the hole the rat gnaw'd in 
my ſlipper laſt night !---in that damn*d cockloft 
my ſon-in-law crams me into, by way of a bed- 
chamber. | 
Beda. Am I to go now, Sir? | 
1 8 1 
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bra. Aye. Stay ! Give me a kiſs firſt, What! 


you are loth to take it ? ; 
Beda. O, Sir, we ſlaves muſt take any ; thing 
(He kiſſes her. ) 
Tbra. Adieu! Crown. of my head! 
Beda. Good bye, Sir! An old dotard ! + 


C Eait Beda. > 


Ibra. My fortune's made? Abomelique mar- 
ries my daughter to-night, and puts me into 
power, becauſe he can't help 1 It. 


SON G. 
Ibrahim. 


Major Domo am I 
Of this grand family! 

My word thro' the Caſtle prevails: 

I'm appointed tne Head 
That muſt keep up the dread, 

And the pomp, of my ſon-in-law's Tails. 
I ſtrut as fine as any Macaw, | 
I'll change for down my bed of raw, 
On perquiſites I lay my paw, 

I pour wine, flyly, down my maw, 

I ſtuff good victuals in my craw. 
Tis a very fine thing to be Father-in-law 
To a very magnificent three- tail'd Baſhay |! 


5 3 
>4F 


1. > 
The Slayes, black and white, 


Of each ſex, 8 might: 
I command full three hundred and ten. 


* 
— - 
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The females I'll kiſs, 
But it won't be amiſs EA 
Io fright them by thumping the men. 
I ſtrut as fine, &, 


III, 
At the head of affairs, 
Taurn me out, then, who dares ?— 
Let them prove the head pilfers and ſteals; 
No three-tail'd Baſhaw | 
Kicks his F ather-in-la w, 
And makes his head take to his hodls, 
I ſtrut as fine as, &c. [Exit Ibrahim. 


SCENE IV. 
＋. he Blue Apartment. 


Fatima and Irene are diſcovered on the Top of t the 
| Staircaſe. 


Futi. | am tired, already, with the ſearch we 
have made, Irene. 1 905 

Ire. O, I could never be tired with ſuch fine 
things as we have ſeen! Do, now, Juſt come 
down the ſtair, and walk through this wing of 
the building. 

Tati. Well, I- 

Tre. Aye, now, that's a ſweet, end 
Siſter ! (they deſcend the ſtair) Now here's a pret- 
ty xoom ! all furniſhed with Blue, I fee, 


Tali. 
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Fati. With Blue --- tis the very chamber we 
were cautioned to avoid. Imprudent girl !--- 
Whither have you led me? Haſte, haſte, Irene, 
and let us leave it inſtantly. 

Tre. Dear! where's the hurry? Pm ſure ?tis a 
very pretty room. Beſides, *tis only the door in 
this room which leads to another, you know, 
that you were bid not to touch. 

Fati. No matter; *Tis raſh to tarry. Our be- 
ing here may excite ſuſpicion. 

Je. Suſpicion! Why, we have no bad pur- 
poſe.---And, even, if we were to open the door 
---and there it ſtands, as if it ſeemed to invite the 
very key in your hand to come and unlock it--- 
Why I ſee no ſuch great crime in the action. 

Tati. The Baſhaw's charge, Irene 

Tre. Is a very ill-natured one. And ſhould you 
diſobey him, we would keep our own counſel.--- 
Then if nobody knows we have found out. his 
ſecret, what have we to fear, while we continue - 
mute as Death? 

A voice within. Death! (the women look at each 
other, and tremble) 

Tati. Did you hear nothing, Irene ? 

Tre. Yes: —4—1 thought I heard ſome- 
thing that---Stay 0. it muſt be an echo. 
Theſe large old buildings are full of them. 

Fati. It had an awful ſound! A tone like 
that, they ſay, will fait upon the flagged wing 


of 


a BIUR BEARD: 


„of midnight, croſſing the fear-ſtruck traveller 
upon the deſert, to give him token of a foul 
murder. 

it (A deep groan is heat d from the interior apartment.) 

| Fati. O, heaven have mercy !--- What can this 


mean? | 
i Tre. I know not! It ſeems the accent of diſ- 
. treſs. If fo, it were humanity to ſuccour the 
| wretched foul who breathes it. 
l Fati. Humanity alone, my ſiſter, could induce 
4 me to penetrate the . this Portal, here, 
F incloſes. 


Ire. No eye can ſee us! 


6 Fatima and Irene. 


All is huſt'd ! ! No footſtep falls! 
And Silence reigns within the walls! ! 


„ | The place invites; the Door is near 5 
Wn The Time is apt---The Key is here. 

Say, ſhall we? Yes. Say, ſhall we? No! 

; | What is it makes us tremble ſo ? 

| | : f Miſchief i is not our intent, 8 

g 


Then wherefore fear we ſhould repent ? 
Say, ſhall we? Yes. The Door is near. 
Say, ſhall we? Yes. The Key is here. 


At the end of the Duet, Fatima puts the key in 
the Door, which fins, and diſcovers the interior 
Apartment, 
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Apartment, as at firſt repreſen ted--=The inſcription | 


over the ſkeleton's head is, now, 
«© THE PUNISHMENT OF CURIOSITY.” 
The Blue Chamber undergoes the ſame change. as 
in the firſt inſtance. The Women ſkrick, und run 
to each other, and hide their heads in each other's 


boſom. At this moment SHACABAC appears at the | 
top of the Stair-caſe ; then runs down haſtily, As 


he deſcends, the Door riſes, and the Chamber re- 
ſumes its original appearance. 


Shac. (ſpeaking as deſcending) O, tis as I fear'd! 
This comes of her not waiting for me. She knows 


| the ſecret, and ſhe dies !---O, _ WR: have 


you done? 


Fati. Be gone! You knew of this. Your : 
look, when late Abomelique left me, now is ex- 


plained. You are an accomplice in this bloody 
buſineſs, 

Shac. I! 

Fati. My death, no doubt, is certain; . in 
you, perhaps, I ſee my executioner. 

Shac. How a man's looks may belye him !--- 


his comes now of my being ſach an ugly dog ! 


I wouldn't hurt a hair of your head to be made a 
Sultan, 


Fati. Prove it, thes, by ſaving us. 
| Shac. How? | 
{re. Conduct us from the Caſtle. 


Ge. yt 
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Shae. Impoſſible! ! The outward Gates: are re cloſely 
guarded, 


Tati. Nay, nay, you do not pity us. | 


Shao, Not pity you! Oh! he muſt have a 
hard heart to ſee a lovely woman in extremity, and 


not try to ſoften her diſtreſs. Stay! Perhaps We 
may conceal the- Where's the Key? 


Tre. It fell upon the ground, YE 


- Shac. The ground !---Aye»--Here---Perhaps we 


may be able to---(taking it vp )---Nay, then, every 
Pape. is loſt! The key is broke ! 

Fati. All is diſcovered, then! 

Tre. Certain. O, Fatima! would the Baſhaw 
had any humanity within his breaſt, and that fatal os 


Key could unlock it! 


Shac. O, would he had! Pd ſtuff the. Key 


% 


down his throat as ſoon as he came home, to get 


at 1t=== 
(Luhe Horn of the Caſtle is ſounded.) 
There ! ! The Baſhaw returned !---full fix hours be- 


fore his Ene! 1! 


Tre. O Heaven! what are we to do? 


Tati. I am reckleſs of the future. Perhaps 
'twere better I ſhould die! ?Twill end a hte 


which promiſed nought but miſery. 
Tre. Die! Oh, Siſter ! (embracing her.) 
Shac. Do not weep! do not weep! Pm al- 


moſt diftracted---Hurry hence---Come, Lady !--- 


meet him as if nothing had 7 ppen8---{.gllet 
Jour 


* 
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your ſpirits----{mooth your looks.----This way, 
now }---O, if choaking can ſave your life, my ſor- 


row for you bids fair to preſerve it. Come, Lady, 5 


come! 0 (Exeunt, up Stair-caſe.) 
SCENE v. 


* Apartment in the Cuſt 


Enter SHACABAC---looking behind him as he enters. 


Shac. 1 have left them on the top of the Stairs, | 


that I may avoid obſervation. If they get far 
enough from the Blue Chamber before enquiry is 
made for them, they may conceat the- - 


Ben HAssAN---Shacabac runs againſt ini. 


Shac. Umph !---Who's that? 
Haſ. Haſſan, the black Eunuch. 
Shac. Whither are you going ? 
Haſ. To ſeek the Lady Fatima, by the Baſhaw 8. 
order. 
Shac. Are you dl he en ther fo a the 
al Chamber, and mentions it to the Baſhaw, 
they are loſt. F muſt detain him.-----I---Haſſan ! 
I fay, Haſfan---How d'ye do, Haſſan ? 
Haſ. Pm well, I thank you, Shacabac. 


Shac. Well, are you? Are you. ſure you are 
well ? 
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Hof. Very well. 1 
Shac. Very well ?---Very well, Pm glad of it. 
$0 am I, thank you, Haſſan---that is, Pm tolera- 
ble, as the time goes. But you had never the 
kindneſs to aſk me ;---me, your fellow Slaye ! Pray, 
now, do aſk me ; do---for tat will take 9 a little 
time (aſide.) | 
, Haſ. Why, then, how dye do, Shacabac? 
| Soge, Very ill indeed, Haſſan! Only feel my 
pulle. Count it till it beats juſt one hundred and 
twenty. Twice ſixty ſeconds will delay him about 
two minutes---(afide.) 
Haſ. I don't know how to count, Shacabac. 
Shac. Don't you? Why not: 5 
Haſ. can't read. | 
Sac. That's a good reaſon. I ſhould think, ere 
this, they are far enough from the Blue Chamber | 
to--A little longer, to make all ſure---( aſide.) I 
have been thinking, Haſſan, why you and I ſhould 
be of different colours, | 
Haſ. Fortune has diſpoſed it ſar-She has made 
me black, and you white ;---but don't let that mor- 
tify you. 
Sac. It ſtran't. But, as you fay, Haſſan, 
1 will make men of different ſhades.---» 
Fortune's checquer'd ;---and ſhe checquers men 
| alternately----black and white----like the Squares 
in the Baſhaw's Cheſs-Board.-----When I think 
| how much Fortune 3s eee d, I think---I think 
| that 
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that---I think I have almoſt kept you long enough 
for my purpoſe---(a/ide.) What are the Baſhaw's 
orders to the Lady Fatima ? | 


Haſ. That ſhe muſt attend him, er, in the 


Garden. 
Shac. In the Garden -Was that the command, 
Haſſan? | 


Haſ. It was, Sintabac | 
Shac. Then I'll tell you what, Haſſan---If ever 
the Maſter of the Slaves gave you a ſound drub- 
bing, for. ſtaying ſo long on a . you'll get 
one now. 

Haf Why have you delayd me, then? 

Shac. 1! You have delay'd me. You have a 
brain for buſineſs, Haſſan ;----but, whenever you 
meet any one in your way, you will ſtop and 55 
ble. That's your fault. Away! 

Haſ. Lill go find her. (Exit Haſſan.) 

Shac. And I'll to the Garden, to watch her in- 
terview with the Baſhaw ; and, Weak as my means 
are, PI catch at every ſtraw to preſerve her. 

| (Exit Shacabac. J 


oY . 
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SCENE VI. 


A Garden.---In the back of which is a part of Abo- 
meliqubs Caſtle, and a Draw-bridge leading to the | 
Caſtle Gate,--- 4 Corridor before the Apartments on 
the firſt lory.-A Door beneath it. A Turret on 
the top of the Building, overlooking the Country. 


Enter ABOMELIQUE and @ SLAVE. 


Abom. Is Fatima inform'd ] wait her preſence 
here! ? 
| | Slave, Haſſan, by your command---She comes. 


Enter Fatima. 


Abom. Leave us. (Exit Slave.) 
Tati. (in apparent confuſion ) This ſpeedy return 
I.-I Iook'd not for. 

Abom. I had accounts to ſettle---with Traders, 
Merchants from Gallipoli ;----but when worldly 
buſineſs draws men abroad, who leave their hearts 
at home, then, Fatima, Love's wings give ſwift- 
neſs to the leaden hours of dwll negociation ; and 
the mercurial ſpirit of an enamour'd mind, con- 
ſolidates a volume, ere Commerce, dozing o'er 
his Day-book, can plod a page. How have your 

hours 
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hours paſs d in- my abſence ? Have you view'd 
the Caſtle. | 

Fati. IJ have, Sir. | 
Abom. Well, faw. you aught worthy your in- 
ſpection ? 
Fati. Worthy, Sir? 
Abom. Aye, Wort e are fights Hinds, 
perhaps, that common eyes ne'er look'd upon. 
Fati. There are, indeed ! 
Abom. Now, pleaſe you, give me back the 
Keys. | 
Tati. They are here. (delivers them in great 
agitation.) 
Abom. How, now ?--- You tremble ! 
Tati. Tremble, Sir !--- Why ſhould [? 
Abom. You beſt can anſwer that. Sometimes, 
Lady, *twill betray Guilt. 
Fuali. And know You, then, no inſtance where 
the Guilty do no- betray themſelves by trembling ? 
Abom. Umph !---I comprehend not that. One 
Key is wanting! where is it? Meni ) 
Tati. J have it. 
Abom, Give it me. at's "BE 
Fati. Be not impatient. *Tis in my pocket. 
Abom. Produce it. 
Tati J ſhall---but, by mere accident, you ſee 
tis broken. gives it. ” | 
3 Abom. 
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Abom. Damnation 1 Lady, this Key is charm» 
fraught? forged in a ſulphurous Cave, within 
whoſe blood-beſprinkled mouth nothing but 
Witchcraft enters, to celebrate her frantick re- 
vels. This ſpeaks a damning proof againſt you, 
and you die! (Draus his Scymitar and holds 
it over her head.---She falls on her Knees.) 
Tati. Oh, Spare me Spare me !---If ever | ap- 
proach'd the door but to- 

__1bom, No proteſtations ! (going to ftrike) 
Tati. Beſeech you, hold !---Alas! if I muſt 
die, grant me ſome little time for preparation. | 

Abom. (After a fhort pauſe )---Well,---be it ſo. 
Yonder's your chamber. (pointing to an apart- 
ment within the Corridor) Thither inſtantly ; ſoon 
expect me there---then to expiate your crime by 

2” Death. ---Before me, to the Caſtle ! 


[Exit FATIMA through the door under the Corridor, 


 ABOMELIQUE following | her with his drawn 
Scymiuar. 


(Enter SHLACABAC, on the oppofite fade.) 


Shac. Alla preſerve her, poor ſoul ! But 1 
fear ſhe goes to certain Death! O that I were 
able to ſave her! Are there no means to—— 
This helliſh Abomelique whips off women's 


heads 
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heads as if they were a patcel of buttons, —Let 
me liſten, 3 


K ber. 80 4 44571 1 | 
(Fatima comes from her Apartmen, upon the Cor 
FLidor.) 4 VR 
2 


Hiſt! Lady! Lady Fatima! 

Fati. O get you hence, good fellow! Your b| 
anxiety may make you a ſharer with me, in tile 
Baſhaw's reſentment. | g 

Sbac. Where is he? | 

Fati, I expect him inſtantly to aſcend the Stair, 
and execute his dreadful purpoſe, _ 

Sbac. O, Mahomet, holy Prophet! if ever 


you break a Baſhaw's neck over a 2 Stajr-cale, now's 
your time! 1 


Fati. Hark! I hear him ! No. 
Irene appears at the Top of the Turret. 
Tre. Siſter! Siſter Fatima! 
Tati. Irene l Is it you ?—O, Siſter, fare you | 
well! I die a cruel death! - - | 
Ire. My heart bleeds for . eee 
Sbac. So does mine, I'm ſure ! Fn 
Ire. Should Travellers appear, [ Il call to them 
to ſuccour us, 
Abom. (calling fron Patimi's rare) Fa- 
tima! 
Fati. O, Heaven! 3 hs 8 the * 
ment! 
Abom. (Without ) Why Fatima! LO 
Sbac. 'Tis he! (retires under the Corridor, . | 
| H — ; 
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Fatt. One moment, I beſeech you! I have but 
one poor prayer to offer up to heaven, and then | 
1 come. —1s there no help ! 


' QUARTETTO. 


Abomelique, Fatima, Irene, Shacabac. 


Fati. Look from the 'Furret, fiſter dear! 

| And fee if ſuccour be not near, — 
O tell me what do you deſcry ? 

Fre. Nothing but dreary Land and Sky. 

Tati. I, 

Ire. Pata Alas! 50 You juſt die! 

SRac. She, 

Abom. Prepare Fati.— He calls; Look out, WE 
Look out, look out acroſs the plain! 4 


Ah me, does nothing meet your eyes? 
Ire. I ſee 2 Cloud of Duſt ariſe. 


Fiati. | 
Fre. y- Cloud of Duſt a hope ſupplies? 
Sac. 


Abom. No more delay, 
Fati. A moment ſtay! 
Tati. Succour? or my exiſtence ends ! 
| Tre. A Troop of Horſemen this way bends. 
tt, 
Tr pen Heaven grant they may be Fi rods r 
ac. j 
Jai. O, watch che Travellers, my Siſter a1 
Ire. T'll wave my handkerchief, twill draw them ner. 
Shac, They'll fee it ſpeedily and uy here. 
Abom. Prepare! 
1 1 fee them galloping, they're ſpurring on amain if 
IN ow faſter galloping they ſkim along the plain? K 
| Abom. No more delay, 
Fati. A moment ſtay? 


bor 


Abom. Pre pare! 


Fat, ? 
Ire. They'll be too late! ? 
Sac. 


Now they diſmount— They ꝰte at the Gate! 
Abom. Prepare! 
Abomelique, as they finiſh the Quartetto, ths 
from the Apartment upon the Corridor, ſeizes Fa- 
tima, and ts upon the point of beheading ber, 
when Selim and bis Companions baving croſſed 

be Draw-bridge, ſound the Horn loudly at the 

| Gate, —Abomelique, alarmed at the noiſe, 
retires baſtily, dragging Fatima into the Apart. 5 

ment. 


(Shacabac comes from under the Corridor.) 


Shac. (to Selim, who is on the Draw- bridge '$ 
You'll get no entrance there. 

Sel. Say, where is Fatima! 

Shac. Trembling under the Baſhaw' S clutches, | 

Sel. We force the Gate, then. 1 

Sbac. 'Tis impoſfſible. Get round to the Eaſt- | 
ern Battlement; we are weakeſt there 3 | 
and ſucceſs attend you ! | 

Sel. To judge from your conduct. you ſhould 
be a friend. What are you? ö 

Sbac. What every man ſhould be—a Friend 
to Virtue in diftreſs wherever I meet it. Away, 
or you will be too late. 

Sel. Come, Comrades 1—be firm fight luſ- 
tily. Quick, March! 
( They burry from the Bridge to quick Martial 

Muſick,) | [Exit Shacabac. 

8 | SCENE - 


— ro CO Tr 


32 BLUE BEARD. 
SCENE VII. 
An Apartment in tbe Caſtle. 
Alarums, Sbouts, Sc. 


Enter a Body of Slaves, 


Iſt Slave. We are attack'd. —Up to the Ram 
parts —Where i is Ibrahim, our leader ? 
2d Slave. He's no where to be found. 

1ſt Slave. We muſt begin without him, then. 
It 1 is the Baſhaw 5 order. —Follow !— 
| | Ren Slaves. 
Shouts without. 


Enter IBRAHIM. 


- Ihre. Mercy on me; I quake | in my cloaths 


like a cold jelly in a bag! They are battering 
the Caſtle to pieces: I am the unluckieſt Muſ- 
ſelman in all Turkey ! Here's a building that has 
ſtood wind and weather this age, and, the moment 
1 popt my noſe into it, it begins rumbling about 
my ears. - : [ [Shouts, 
A cry of To Arms! To Arms. 

To Arms! O, dear! I had much rather to Legs, 
if I knew which way to eſcape. Now ſhall I be 
expected to put myſelf in the front of the ranks, 
' becauſe 1 am Major- Domo ;—but, if I do, I'll give 
them leave to mince the Major-Domo for his Son. 
inn- Lay” s fupper. ' { Alarum.) 


Enter 1ſt SLAVE, 
0 Mahomet! q What > that ? | 


1ſt Slave, 


„ 


— 


We want a Head. 


Get on before Tell em to fight like fury; and 


„ . 
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1ſt Slave, An Enemy is on the Walls. 

Ibra. Then, you cowardly raſcal, do "ou go and 
knock him into the ditch. | 

iſt Slave. We wait for you. You are appointed 
our Leader. There is no n without you. 


Ibra. Do you? So ſhall I. if I go with you. 


lll be with them to reward their valour, when 
it's all over. Run that way, that leads into the 
action. | 2 8 

1ſt Slave. I will. Exit Slave. 
Tbra. And 111 run this Way, that leads out of 


(Shouts, Alarums, Sc.) 
SCENE . 
The Inſide of the Sepulchre. 


The Inſcription over the Skeleton's Head is now— 


'* THIS SEPULCHRE SHALL INCLOSE HER WHO 
MAY ENDANGER THE LIFE OF ABOMELIQUE.” 


(The Shouts and Alarums continue.) 


| Enter ABOMELIQUE with his Scimitar drawn, dra g- 


ing in FATIMA. 


| Abom. On every fide it rages; The Slaves 
give way, You are ſtill in my power. You 
Sorcereſs, have led me ta the toil! Your Death 
will extricate me Meet it then here: Here, in 
the Sepulcre, which you have violated, _ 

— _ " | . 


BLUE BEARD. 


34 


5 Fati. Nay take me hence. Let me not periſh 
in this abode of horror! 05 
Abom. Thy prayers are in vain. 


As be raiſes bis Scimitar. to ſtrike, a near attack is 
"heard, and a violent craſh in the building : Part 
of the Wall, in the back of the Sepulcbre, towards 
the roof, is beat down, 155 Su appears in te 
Aperture. 


Sel. Hold Ruffian ! hold thy arm! 

Fati, Oh, Selim! 

Abom. Raſh fool! I know thee ang. thy pur- 
pole. Thy preſence, now, ſwells the full tide of 
my reſentment, and gives a higher zeſt to ven- 
| Zeance. Know the decrees of Deſtiny, and curſe 
thy weakneſs which would counteract it.“ This 
Sepulchre ſhall incloſe Her who may endanger 
the Life of Abomeliquc. This wretch, here, 
has gs it—This Sepulchre incloſes her, 
and | - 
Sel. But not in Death: Tyrant, thy hell-born 
ſpells promiſe not that. 
Abom. Does my fate juggle with me, then !— 
Hold—No, yon dagger is my ſafe-guard, ( pointing 
to the Taliſman.) 'till mortal hands can reach It. | 
| Weak boy! Deſpair, and ſee her die. 

Futi. While Selim lives, ſo near me too, my 
life is precious, and I ſtruggle to preſerve it. 


be fruggles with Abomelique, who attempts to kill 
ber; and, in the firuggle, ſnatches the Dagger 
from the Pedeſtal of the Skeleton, The Skeleton 
riſes 
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riſes on his feet, lifts bis arm ubi bh bolds. the 
Dart, and keeps it ſuſpended: At that inſtant tbe 
entire Wall of the. Sepulchre falls to pieces, and 
Selim to the. ground. Bebind; among fragments 
of the building, à Body of Spahis is diſcovered, on 
Foot with Abomelique's Slaves under their Sabres, 

in poſtures of ſubmiſſion, ene ck is ſeen 
a large Troop of Horſe The neighbo A country _ 
terminates the View, 


Selim advances towards abomeliue 


Sel. Now turn thee hither! | 
b Abom. Baffled | I till * mortal means, and 
* thus I uſe them. 


Selim and Abomelique foht. with Similars, 
During the Combat, enter Irene and Shacabac. 
After a hard conteſt, Selim overthrows Abome- 
lique af the foot of the Ske!cton, The Sheleton 
inſtantly plunges the Dart, which be beld ſuſpended 
into the breaſt of Abomelique, and ſinks with him 
beneath the earth—A volume of flame ariſes, and 
the earth cloſes. 


* 


Selim and Fatima ne | 


Shac. Huzza !—lIf ever the Baſhaw was in fie 
company, he has got into it ,now. RP os 
Fati. Oh, Selim! /: : 

Sel. Thus ſafe, at laſt, I claſp thee! —_ 
Tre. Joy, joy, my Siſter | we have conquer'd, 
Fati. Where is my father? | 

Sbac. Hid in the duſt- hole—when the noiſe is 

ver, we may chance to get ſight of him. | 


-: 
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Sel. All ſhall be explained: our marriage now 
my Fatima, may meet his ſanction. And you, 
my honeſt fellow, muſt not go e e 
Shacabac )—Thanks, my brave ver of 


Spahis and Slaves come e forwar, 


We are victors—apd in the countenance, here 
of every ſlave I ſee a ſmile i impr reſt, which betokens 
joy, in having loſt a tyrant. N 

Slaves. Thanks to our deliverer! 


Sel. Come, Fatima, let us away from this rude 
ſcene of horror: and bleſs the providence which 
nerves the arm of virtue to humble vice, and 
oppreſſion. e em 


. 
Monſters of Hell, and noxious Night, 
PP Howl. your Songs of wild delight! 
To your gloomy Caves deſcending. 
is career of Murder ending, 
No the Tyrant” s Spirit flies; 
Bathed in a flood 
Of guilty blood, 
me cles! He dies! 


How great is "the tranſport, the j Joy ha complete, | 
When raiſed from deſpair, thus love's votaries meet 
Sweet the delight that lovers prove? ” 

Sweet, when fortune, tired of frowning, 47 8 

Hymen comes, with pleaſure crowning 


Ro rs ths 5 
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THE END, 


r. WOODYALL, PRINTER, 
"RUSSELL COURT, DRURY LANE. 
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